io4 '   THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
^treet stood another temple: it was a square, dirty
white building without a courtyard, but surrounded
on all sides by a verandah, in which, among a litter
of broken furniture and odds and ends, lounged
and squatted and slept a large number of pilgrims.
The only entrance to the shrine itself was through
a doorway in the front, which was screened by a
large curtain ornamented crudely with the figures
of gods and goddesses. No one was allowed to enter
behind this curtain except the kapuralas, for the
temple belonged to the mistress of the Beragama
deviyo.
The solemnity of the pilgrimage was intensified in
the minds of Silindu and Karlinahami and the other
pilgrims, .who were villagers like themselves, by the
mystery which surrounds the god. On the road and
around the fires at night, in the streets of the vil-
lage, and in the very courtyard of the temple, they
listened to the tales and legends; and believing them
all without hesitation or speculation they felt,
through their strangeness, far more than they had
ever felt with the Buddha of dagobas and vihares,
that this god was very near their own lives.
Who was he, this Tamil god, living in the wilder-
ness, whom the Tamils said was Kandeswami, the
great Hindu god? These Buddhist villagers felt
that they could understand him, he was so near to